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Conway boy, that he had had much varied service In
mail boats and In the Hooghly pilot steamer before the
command of the Torrcns          in his way. But 1 had

no reason to believe that he remembered me particu-
larly.    However, on hearing from Ms brother that I
was ashore, he sent me word that the Torrens wanted
a chief officer, as a matter that might interest me.    1
was then recovering slowly from a bad breakdown,
after a most unpleasant and persistent tropical disease
which I had caught in Africa while commanding a
steamer on the River Congo.   Yet  the temptation
was great,    I confessed to him my doubts of my fitness
for the post, from the point of view of health*   But he
said that moping ashore never did any one any good, and
was very encouraging*   It was clear that, as the saying
goes, **my looks did not pity me/* for he argued that,
so far as appearance went, there did not seem to be
anything the matter with me.    And I suppose I could
never have been half as neurasthenic as our poor pas-
senger who wanted to be put ashore, for I lasted out
for two voyages, as my discharges prove, though Mr.
Basil Lubbock, in his book, "The Colonial Clippers/*
credits me with only one.   But in the end I had to go
(and even stay) ashore.    Thus my famous contempo-
rary outlived me at sea by many years, and if she had
perhaps a harder life of it than I, it was at least untinged
with unavailing regrets; and she escaped the ignomini-
ous fate of being laid up as a coal hulk, which so many
of her sisters had to suffer.    Mr. Lubbock, who can put
so much interesting knowledge and right feeling into
his studies of our merchant ships, calls her "The Won-
derful Torrens"   She was!   Her fascinations and vir-
tues have made their marks on the hearts of men.
Only last year I received a letter from a young able
seaman, whom I remembered having in my watch,